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When Holme had finally departed,
following Marcus by some minutes,
it was halt past six and too Iate to
attempt a nap, go I peeled down to the
buff and went for a ewim in my tub.
1 was splashing cold water over my
shivering form when I remembered
the alarm; it bhadn't gone off.

At six o'clock the three of us had
been sitting there, and if that nerve-
destroyer had broken loose we'd have
Lit the ceiling! It hadn't gone off!

1 jumped from the tub and ran as I
was, dripping little streams. 1 grip-
ped the clock In shivering fingers and
held it to the light. It registered slx-
thirty-seven, but the alarm  hand
pointed mow &t ten-fifteen. Some one
had surely attempted to prevent my
early waking. Had I slept at all, I
ghould undoubtedly have missed my
appointment with Isabelle Reade.

CHAPTER VIIL.
On Board the Wilton.

A little note was all that was left at
the St. Francls of Isabelle Reade:

Dear ¥riend John Gilmore:

1 am running away so you ciannot
shake the truth out of me. I would
rvather stay and be shaken, You will
never see me again, but I shall re-
member you always—alwaye! Your
triend, 1sabelle.

She had gone, bag and baggage, be- |

fore seven, the clerk told me, 1 had
frightened her away by pryving Iato
her msecret, crude brute that I was!

Well, wasn't that just what 1 wanted?
Hadn't 1 determined to take
the station and start her on the train
out of my life? What had zhe Lo do
with my forty-vear-old e, anyhow?

She would remember e
doubled: that second “always" gave
my heart a thrill thal was outside Its
experience of forty years'
work. *1 would rather stay and be
shaken.” God blesg her! 1 wouldn'l
shnke her; never—either way!

It she had stayed, 1 would forget the
Wilton, forget Ecuador and adventur-
ing, forget everything but herself, and
I would make myself a reulity In her
Iite, not & remembrance, {f that were
possible, Too lute for anythinig but
regrets; she wias gone,

« I sailed south on the Wilton Satur-
day morning. My suggestion—Nuar-
cus politely gald Invitation
acted upon, and the deteciive ser-
geant wus at the dock to watch me
place enough water beiween steamer
and shore-line to frusirnie swimming.
The chief had pgreed with Edwards
and me that a seafarving life was bet-
ter for a fractious suspeet than forei
ble detainer, and Mareus, somewlhal
grudgingly, had concurred.

Cuaptain Dlake, after he had pried
his ship away from Its dock, gave me
cordial greeting and the stateroom of
a superfluous third officer with the
freedom of the bridge. The Wilton
was a small bont; I was surprised
that my memory of it had been so de-
fective. It had seemed ample in pro-
portions when I was not personally
involved; now I had grave doubis of
its seagoing ability, and I felt I was
tuking extreme hazards In trusting
myselt aboard.

There were about forty passengers,
the chier steward told we, half of
whom would leave us at California
poris. It was not the time of year
for heavy South American travel
These voyvagers were getting arrang-
ed in their _staterooms, unpacking
their steamer chalrs and fighting for
places at the eaptain’s table.

I watched Fort I'oint disappear in
the haze, then went to my cabin, We
were crossing that disagreeable bit of
waler outside the Golden Gate called,
for obvious reazons, the “Potato
Pateh.” 1 wasn't ill, but there was no
certainty ol sedaminly quolities In e,
and 1 preferved to begin the test une
der less rigorous conditions., I would
foregoluncheon pnd keep to my berth
for u while

Late In the afternoon 1 went on
deck again, 1o find smooth seas and @
warm sun had brought out the mojor
part of our passengers, und I made g
tour of investlgatlon 1o sce whit fle
had cast me up againer. 1 had just be
gun gettivg Interested when 1 saw Isa
belle Reade, She was sitting in a
steapmer-clinir in the lee of the alter
eabin, looking neross the waler al the
distant £hore-line, just as though she
was at Brent's walching the dooy,

I went (o her digect!ly, ' jas Reade,’
I erled, and her oyeas came (o meet
mine with u look of startled surprise,
“Isn't this the most wonderful  hap
pening!”

““Ig it happening?” she asked, rising
quickly, her eves interrogating mine,
not #eelng my outstrelched hand.

I took her hand regardless. It Is
coineidence—actunlly,” I affirmed, *1
never guessed—then I saw you! « 1
have foughl—rought everybody, even
you—to mike this trip on this boat—
thinking It wog tuking me away [rom
pvor secing you agonin-—and it hrought
me 1o you. Colncidence? It is more
than that., If I were g Mohanunedan
1 should now say, IKismet!""

There was still doubt in her fuce,

her to |

| for sghe
always,

stendy |

liivd been |

“possibly might go the same way I was

and the hand I held was trembling.
“Have I ever lied to you?" I asked
quickly. “Have I ever in all my long
life told you a single [ib?" I had met
her twice before, but she shook her
head in grave negative. ““Then believe
me now that I never even guessed you

going. 1 could hardly believe it when

1 saw vou: but It Is you and this Is I;
and we are on the same boat, and 1
am happy; That is every word truth
—I swear it!"

“You won't sbake me?"” she asked,
her lips curving at their corners ador
ubly,

“Nol" 1 almost shouted.

“Nor question me?"”

“Not a single question! 1 won't
even remewber thut you have a4 se- |
eret, That Is all past—back there on
shore in the gray fogs of the city. Out
here on the sunlit sea there is no mys-
tery, no—no nothing! Just you, go-
Ing home; just me with you. Just
us!"”

“Then you may sit down beside
me,” she said, sinking into her chair,
“and you may tell me how you come
to be on a steamer bound south.”

There was some one's vacant chalr
near by, and I did not wait for per- !
mission, setting it as c¢lose beside her |
own as 1 might; and I told her how 1
had begun hunting adventures at for-
ty. I made no mention of the events
of the night after I had last seen her,
or of the gruesome find which 1 was
gure had once been her wurdered |
friend’s sweetheart. I had promised
to forget it all, and I wasg not anxious |
to bring added trouble to her mind, |
wius evidently still m'iv\'im.;'
for the tragedy which she knew, I
tried my best to tuke her mind  far |
away from its sadness, telling her of
my plans and progpects, and ina way i
I succeeded. She had smiled several
times Dbefore the Chinaman with his
gong announced dinner.

We had been placed at different ta-
bles I discovered, but It was an easily
rectified mistake, I introduced Cap-
tain Dlake, who promptly ejected the
occupint of the chalr at his left for
Miss Reade. 1 was across the table
within speaking distance, but it wus
not an entirely satisfactory arrange-
ment (o me.

FPor the [lrst time I looked at Cap-
tain Bluke and  found that he had
points; he wasn't so old as 1, to begin
with, un error of judzment in selection,

older men making better ofticers, I
felt suve, Then he had curly brown
hatr, expressive brown eyes and @

smiling mouth—was gquite handsome,
in fuct-—and he could talk in an inter-
esting manner that should have envel-
oped the whole table in its attraction.

As the representalive of the Thurs-
ton Line, the official host as it were,
I felt that he should be generously
distributive of his charms-—not usé
them all up on Miss Reade. As a
steamer efficiency expert, 1 saw oppor-
tunity right here for the improvement
ot the service,

Miss Rende dida't seem to mind,
She wus no efficiency expert, and 1
found that I was not the ouly one with
power to raise the Dbloom of sorrow
from her. She smiled at the captain’s
sallies and applauded his storles, and
I was shortly ealing away, glum and
Jaundiced, which brought me disa-
greeably to her mtention and, of
course, into the conversation, She
was not callously trying to make me
sulle; she was just young and natur-
ully happy, and she wanted every one
arcund her happy.

She was trving a8 hard as she knew
how to forgel her rorrows, and she
wus letting anyone who would help
her, I could understand that I had no
redson to feel hurt or annoyed at her,
but in wmy wind was the comparizon
o our saed and the gray wisps ln oy
halr, and 1 could not be quite reason-
wble, Youth for youth does not ap-
peal to uneynical forty,

But fortungtely the captain hnd du-
lies other than diending to vouth-
ful besuty, und after dinner Miss
Reade und 1 found oursgelves ugaln
wlone In steamer-chalrs, :

“Now,” decisively, “1 in-
terd to tell you sorse things, and you
will have to, remember all the while
what vou have, promised me. EKvery
single yuestion you nsk will mean one
vonfidence cut off. Because it 1s dark
and you may not see my face, 1
going Lo take visks and talk, but re.
meniney, I am going Lo talic very, very
carefully, and very, very slowly, All
during dinngr I was thinking just how
much of me 1 might tell you without
bhetraying another” 1

“All during dinner!"™ I gasped,

“Was that a guestion?"” %he asked
sterly,

“No, no! An exclamation of stu-
pondons, awed suprige. Al during
dinney!”

“Why repeat (1?7 You think I ean't
ithink when that captain-man |8 telling
his sloriea? 1 cun and dld. Now lis-
ten ond do not Interrupt, 1 am golong
on s stedmer us e as Moazoatlan,

she said

| Basary

five wote daye at least. Thore my

mother meets me, and we go homé,
which Is nesr Durango. When she
knaws how kind you have been 1o me
ghe will ask you to visit us”

“Yes?" 1 eried cagerly,

"Because you are on business” trip
you will deecline—"

“I will not!"

“Pecause you are on a business
trip,” she repeated firmly, “yvou will
decline.  Otherwise 1 cannot tell her
that you have been kind to me, and
then we shall not see each other the
two days the Wilton stays at Mazat-
lan.”

“But why may not I—no, no! It
Isn't a question!”

‘Because you would learn all the
things I am not telling you now,” she
answered., “If you wished, you might
tell my mother that some day by and
by you would accept her Invitation”

“I ghall do that. Mnay 1 ask when
is some day by and by ?"

“When this {8 all forgotten—all
gone In the past. A year, perhaps
{wo."”

“Why talk of eternity?" I said sad-
1y.

“Two years is nothing, nothing!"

“But 1 am forty, and add two and

the answer is hopelessness, You plus
two are—"
“Twenly-one, There! I was going

to tell you that, so you would know

that I am not so youthful as you have
thought. 1 am past mnineteen, and
there is no excuse for your assumps
tion of age superiority. I have doticed
a growing tendency in you to differ:
entiate between us on the false c¢ome
tepticn of a serious disparity In our
years,"

“l mever used any such words [n
conversation in my life!’” I gasped.

“You probably couldn’t,” she return-
ed. “1 was taught more difficult words
than that in a convent at~Klosterne-
burg, where I was educated.”

“That Is not in Mexico?"

“In Europe, where I lived until a
year ago. Now, I think I have told
you all the uneventful things of my
eventless life that 1 may. I wish it
was more interesting.”

“It is every bit interesting,” 1 preo-
tested, “May 1 summarize? You
might have forgotien something, and
I may not question. First, you are
nlneteen—**

“Nineteen plus.

“Nineteeen plug, English and Span-
ish, living near Durango with your
mother—"

“Father died a year ago,” she sald
simply.

“Wonderfully

educated in loug

! words at Klesternebuirg Convent, and

—unmarried?”
“Of course,
thinggs."

I didn’t tell you unnee- |

“And you can gigele—you told me |

that!”

“Quite unnecessarily. You heard
me gigele, but should be gentlemunly
and forget fr.”

“I am not forgeiting anything,' 1
sald empbatically, just as Caplain
Blake found us and volunteered to
show us Cypress light from the
bridge, a spectacle which I would will-
ingly enough have neglected. Howevy-
er, If it was up to me 1o play chaper-
on, I intended to be a vigilunt one,
and followed the two and listened to
an  explanation of thne  flushes
and revolving
much less interesting than the mea-
ger tale of an eventlegs life,

We put In at Port Sun Pedro next
afternoon and found some excitement
in wondering whethegr two policemen
geen on the dock were there for me. 1
had not thought of Marcus since I left
him at the Sun Franclsco jetty, but 1
knew ho was not feeling any Loo se-
cure about me and might change his
mind any minute, Miss Reade, at my
side, was chatting away of the pano-
rama before us, and I suddenly real-
ized that 1 could not be arrested there.
It would neyer do to be taken by po-
licemen from her side, In front of all
the pussengers, casting a stigma upon
her for the balance of the voyage, 1
should have thought of that possibil-
ily. L

“l am going ashore,” I said sudden-
ly, as the gangway was being made
ready Lo lower.

“So am I, please,” she erled. “Take
me with you'"

“No, really; I can't,” I stammered.
“I—1—1 want a drink.” It was the
only thing I could think of on short
notice that she might not share with
me. She lavghed.

“So do I. Take me"

YA drink In a saloon,” 1 insisted.

“I've been in a suloon with you.
Take me."
“Isabelle,” I commanded, “Go up

on that bridge and tulk to the captaii.
| have to go ashore."”
53& looked at me in wonder,
gend* me to him?" she asked, then
turned and hastened away.
lice were at the foot of the gungway,
which wns now in place, and I has-
tened down it among the first of a
dozen baggage-burdened passengers.
It 1 had thought twice I should have
known that uniformed men would not
be sent to arrest me. I had made lsa-
belle Reade's eyes snap and  volce
deepen in pesentment for nothing,

When I returned abourd she was
not on deck and [ went to my cabin to
think out this new dange! to her, It
wus an absolute impossibility for me
to be arrested publicly on the Wilton,
When I alone was concerned, it had
been but a rather exasperating joke
und had worried me not at all

Even if arrested, I had no doubt
that detention would mean nomingl
Jull, confinement in a rcom under
guard, perhaps, and the matler of .
few days. Hut now (hut Isabelle
would be regarded us my friend, I her
one acgquaintance on the ship, 1 must
gugrd her from the suspicion of con-
noctlon In uny way with the St. Dun-
stun murder,

That weant, bluntly, leaving ler
distinetly alone. 1L wag loo early on

the journey for our friendship to have
altracled attention from the passen

y setors whic a8 | -
retlectors ‘which was | the kind to stick by a-friend in dis-

|

|
“You-

The po- ,

“THE CUPBOARD WAS

BARE”

Old Bolshevik Hubbard, she went to the cupboard to get the poor Russ a peace bone.

gers, but itz continuntion would be
noticed without doubt, She was a
very young girvl, very beautiful and at-
tractive, traveling alone, Should she
prove to be the {riend of a mun arrest-
cd for murder—well, she must not,
that was all!

Could I explain this to her o she
would undergtand? My cabin was not
large enough to conlain that question
with me, so I took it to the bhows
where (here was rcom. I knew Isa-
helle Reade prefty well now, If I told
her anything, I could not drive her
away from our friendship with an ax
—mariine-spike was the better word
on shipboard! She would be so loyal
she wounld insist on jail with me. She
was just that age for a romantic sac-
rifice; no, that was doing her fine-
ness of characler an injustice. At
any age,'she’d be like that. She was

tress till the last dog was hung—bah!
a bad szimilie, till the last dregs were
drunk.

It T wanted her to begin loving me,
to tell her was the guick way of go-
ing at it, T did; flatly, frankly, right
from the shoulder. 1 admitied to my-
gelf that 1 wantell Isabelle Reade's
love. Then, said 1 to myself in the
bows of the Willon, looking across the
San Pedro Bay at the hills beyond, I
bhave only to tell her what Is iaving

me and order her to keep away from
me the balance of the voyage, Result,
it I am arrested at San Diego, Mazat-
lan or by Captain Blake abodrd, she'll
begtarred with the murder-piteh for
the balance of her life, even if she
does not implicate herself in the at-

tempt to save me, o

That result wes too costly s win-
ning of her love. I put It aside and
reversed the reasoning. Tell her
nothing; I had hurt her feelings, unin-
tentionally, but no whit less surely,
already, and there was an explana-
tlon and apology coming from me be-
fore our plesxsant relations might be
resumed. She would expect that, and
I guessed she was prepared to make
me pay well for sending her away
from me to ibe captailn. And she
could, hang it! She could make me
sufley!

Tell her nothing, make no explana-
tion, no apology, and suffer; there
was the altermative? She had pride
enough to keep her away from me a
longer trip than the Wilton was malk-
ing, and that was the situatlon re-
quired. Al I need do was do noth-
ing; easy enough? The hardeat thing
to do that 1 ever made up my mind
had to he done!

I saw her on the bridge beside Cap-
tuin Blake when we cast loose [rom
the Sun Pedro dock and poked her
nose up the bay on our journey, She
didn’l see me then, nor much at din-
ver; just enough so that her neglect
wus  inconspicuous, 1 finighed first
and gol away from the table by refus-
ing coffee, and 1 need my coffee! I
um accustomed to three cups edch
weal and two at late night supper.

1 found the purser whose acquain-
tunee | had made the first day out.
Reedoy wus o roudd faced,-¢hunky
buift, youtbful chap who hummed
svrips of rag-time between sentences
and drummed an gecompaniment on
his desk-lid or the arm of his chuir
with his fingers. He was uncon-
sclously azsldting me in learning my
new  voeution of stegmer elficiency,
and e wus o willing maoster. He en.
joyed showing me thot he kiew the
steamer business from A fo Z and
then backward, snd I galned knowl
cdge in chunks that bad to be broken

up and segregaled, ore from slag, by
wy deeper general experience,

We would make San Diego, the last
port in California’s jurisdiction, at an
early hour next morning, and there I
should be arvested if Marcus had
changed his mind. Farther south was
either high seas or foreign ports and
Captain Blake would have to be the
Jailor. 1 declded to remain up and
greet San Diego, half hoping that
offlecers would tnke me quictly away
in the gray dawn while the ship and
Isabelle Reade were sound asleep.

I stayed with Reedley and Chief
Steward Hunt until they must have
thought I never would let them sleep,
talking steamers and shipping; then
went below to the engine rooms and
started a [riendship with the second
engineer which only began getting
chummy at the end of his watch,
There was nothing to do after that
but pace up and down the deck or
sit in my staicroom and wonder how
Isabelle had spent the evening with-
out her chaperon, neither of which
made time fly on wings,

1t was a perfect night of soft winds,
smooth sea and bright stars, and I
finally settled down In an overcoat
and rug in Isabelle’s chair on deck.
Because 1 had not drunk my aflter-
dinner coffee, my eyelids were heavy
as lead and five minutes after I sat
down I was slumbering,

CHAPTER IX,
The Last to Leave.

A hand on my shoulder awoke me
to broad dayight, to & beaming sun
and the immediate knowledge that it
was late morning.

“You are not allowed to sleep all
day,” sald Isabelle Reade, and I won-
dered fearfully if 1 had snored. Hor
rora! Had my mouth been hanging
open?

“Where are we?" I cried, gaping
like a tish. “What time is it?"

“It is nine o'clock or more and I
have been sitting here since elght, go
1 woke you. You are nol interesling
company asleep.”

“Are we past San Dlego?' I ques-
tloned, still confused, but able to look
at my wateh and verify the sogplcion
that newspaper habits had again con-
quered.

“Mile and miles—I mean knots and
knots. Were you intending to get aun-
other drink at Ban Diego, Mr, Gil
more?”

That was sarcasm. I caught it, even
In my dazed condition.

“Yes—no, certainly not,” I replied.
Then, “Did I snore, Isabelle?” 1 asked
meekly.

“Not enough to disturb the man gt
the wheel,” she sald maliciously,

“Children screaming, women faint-
Ing? Nothing like that?* I usked.

“No. Quite a gentlemanly exhala-
tion and inhalation of the breath.
Were you out all night In that steam-
er chair?"”

"Mostly, Too beautiful to remain
indoors. ‘Intended to study the stars
but fell aslenp, Needed coffes,” I ex-
plained.

(To be Continued.)
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TYPEWRITERS
FOR EVERYBODY

$10.00 and up. Get our Offer.
Rented or Sold apywhere,
Toledo Typewriter Exchange.
321% Huron St
TOLEDO, 0.

I you are contempliating burving

a pleasure car or trock, lel us

show youn where we cun save you

it per cent on the purchase price
by bnying of Used Car Dept,

Ford Forma Tracks. slightly nsed,

originnl cost SS00.M—naw  S2050,M)
1o S400.04,

1010 Overlands, ¢ e3linder. Model
TRE—SAS000 to BH25.00,

1917 Stndebakers,
S450,00 500,00,

+% and G's—

Hupmobiles, all

to $500.00,

You can drive one of our Used
Cars for years with but very little
depreciation, These prices are
bound to advance In the spring,

Grasser Motor Co.

SIXTEENTH AND MADISON
Madison Where Sixteenth Crosses
TOLEDO, OHIO

model k=—8500.00
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Lighting fixtures and  sup-
plies, Buy of the manufacturer
—=you save at least 30 per vont
—write for oug lixtnre sheets—
they show complete ontfits for
homes,

This
elegant
S-lgzht
effect
electeie
shower,
nll com-
plete,

 $4.50
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Gas
Appliance Co. -

1368 Summit St,
Opposite Milner's.

TOLED?®, OHIO
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